For this reason, nationalisms are dangerous, not, as Eric Hobsbawm would have it, in the sense that they should be opposed, but rather in the sense that they represent relations to political power and to the technologies of violence. Nationalisms are con-
Afrikaner Nationalism and Gender
The men all goodfor nothing and hardly any women at all.
-Jane Austen Contrary to the legends of white invention, Afrikaner nationalism did not begin with the scraping of Dutch keels on the Cape shores in 1652. Afrikanerdom, far from being the timeless emanation of a monolithic "Afrikaner volk," is of very recent origin. The major themes of the "national" saga (divine sanction and manifest destiny, cultural brotherhood and racial distinction, patriarchal power, entitlement to the lands, and a single, unifying language) are invented traditions. Afrikanerdom is not the mysterious manifestation of a divine plan unfolding through the centuries and flowering into history with the Great Trek, or the ancestral gees (spirit) inherent in every Boer. Rather, it was forged very recently in the crucible of colonial contradiction.
Until the i86os, Britain was indifferent to its unpromising colony at the southern tip of Africa. Only upon the discovery of diamonds and gold were the Union Jack and the redcoats shipped out with any real sense of imperial mission. Very quickly, mining needs for cheap labor and a centralized state collided with traditional farming interests, and out of these contradictions, in the conflict for control over African land and labor, exploded the bloody Anglo-Boer war of 1899-1902. Violently improvised in the shocked aftermath of the war, Afrikaner nationalism was a doctrine of crisis. After their defeat by the British, the bloodied remnants of the scattered Boer communities had to forge a new counter-culture if they were to survive in the emergent capitalist state. The invention of this counter-culture had a clear class component. When the Boer generals and the British capitalists swore blood brotherhood in the Union of 1910, the raggle-taggle legion of"poor whites" with little or no prospects, the modest clerks and shopkeepers, the small farmers and poor teachers, the intellectuals and petite bourgeoisie, all precarious in the new state, began to identify themselves as the vanguard of a new Afrikanerdom, the chosen emissaries of the national volk.
To begin with, Afrikaners had no monolithic identity, no common historic purpose, and no single unifying language. They were a disunited, scattered people, speaking a medley of High Dutch and local dialects. The dialects, blended with smatterings of the slave, Nguni, and Khoisan languages, were scorned as the kombuistaal (kitchen language) of house servants, slaves, and women. But in the early decades of the twentieth century, as Isabel Hofmeyr has brilliantly shown, an elabo-
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TRANSITION NUMBER 51 rate labor of "regeneration" was undertaken, as the despised hotnotstaal was revamped, purged of its rural, "degenerate" associations, and elevated to the status of the august mother tongue of the Afrikaans people.
The new, invented community of the volk required the conscious creation of a single print language, a popular press, and a literate populace. At the same time, the invention of tradition required a class of cultural brokers and image makers to do the inventing. The "language movement" of the early twentieth century, in the flurry of poems, magazines, newspapers, novels, and countless cultural events, provided just such a movement, fashioning the myriad Boer vernaculars into a single identifiable Afrikaans language.
At the same time, the invention of Afrikaner tradition had a clear gender component. In 1918 Afrikaans was legally recognized as a third language. The same year, a small, clandestine clique of Afrikaans men launched a secret society, with the mission of capturing the loyalties of dispirited Afrikaners and fostering white male business power. There, in the magic, inner circle of Afrikanerdom's new intelligentsia, with vows of secrecy and initiation ceremonies in dark, sequestered rooms, apartheid doctrine was spawned. As Allistair Sparks has observed, the tiny white brotherhood swiftly became the think tank of the Afrikaner Nationalist movement, burgeoning into a countrywide political mafia that has exerted immense power over all aspects of Nationalist policy and cultural life. The gender bias of the society, as of the rest of Afrikanerdom, is neatly summed up in its name: the Broederbond (the brotherhood). Mother) . This wagon, creaking across the country, symbolized woman's relation to the nation as indirect, mediated through her social relation to men, her national identity lying in her unpaid services, through husband and family, to the volk. Each wagon became the microcosm of colonial society at large: the whipwielding white patriarch prancing on horseback, black servants toiling alongside, mother and children ensconced in the wagon-the women's starched white bonnets signifying the purity of the race, the decorous surrender of their sexuality to the patriarch, and the invisibility of female labor. The wagons rumbled along different routes from Cape Town to Pretoria, sparking along the way an orgy of national pageantry, and engulfing the country in a four-month spectacle of invented tradition. Along the route, white men grew beards and white women donned the ancestral bonnets. Huge crowds gathered to greet the wagons. As the trekkers passed through the towns, babies were named after trekker heroes, as were roads and public buildings. Not a few girls were baptized with the improbable but popular favorite: Eeufesia (Centeneria). The affair climaxed in Pretoria in a spectacular Third Reich marathon led by thousands of Afrikaner Boy Scouts bearing flaming torches.
The first point about the Tweede Trek is that it invented nationalist traditions and celebrated unity where none before existed, creating the illusion of a collective identity through the political staging of vicarious spectacle. The second point is that the Nationalists learned the trick from the Nazis. The Tweede Trek was pure Nuremberg, as Allister Sparks notes. Hitler is said to have sent a spy to South Africa to sniff out sympathizers, of which there was no shortage. The Broederbond arranged for a few promising Afrikaner students to spend some time in German universities-the same men, as it happened, who were destined to become the foremost architects of apartheid ideology. One of these men, Piet Meyer, baptized his son Izan-Nazi spelled backwards.
As Sparks shows, these men returned to South Africa inspired not only by the Nazi creed of Blut und Boden, but a new style: the politics of symbol and cultural persuasion. In our time, the experience of national collectivity is preeminently through spectacle. By anyone's standards, the Eeufees was a triumph of image management, complete with all the Third Reich symbolic regalia of flags, flaming torches, patriotic songs, incendiary speeches, costumes, and crowd management. More than anything, the Eeufees revealed the extent to which nationalism is a symbolic performance of invented community, staged by political interests, and enacted by designated cultural actors. In reality, the Eeufees was a calculated and self-conscious effort by the Broederbond to paper over the myriad regional, gender, and class tensions that threatened them. "It would be suicidal for us to adopt feminist ideas. Our enemy is the system and we cannot exhaust our energies on women's issues" "It would be suicidal for us to adopt feminist ideas. Our enemy is the system and we cannot exhaust our energies on women's issues." Yet if pass laws, influx control, the lack of housing, food, and land, the torture of children, the murder of women and men are not women's issues, what are?
During the sixties and seventies, black women were understandably wary of the middle-class feminism that was sputtering fitfully to life in the white universities, cities, and suburbs. All women do not experience apartheid in the same way, and African women raised justifiably skeptical eyebrows at a white feminism that vaunted itself as giving tongue to a universal sisterhood in suffering. Many employed black women in South Africa are domestic workers, and for these women, ferrying between plush suburbs and the desolate townships, the terms of white liberal feminism had scant relevance and appeal. At this time, moreover, women's position within the nationalistic movement was still precarious, and women could ill afford to antagonize men so embattled and already so reluctant to surrender whatever patriarchal power they still enjoyed.
In recent years, however, dramatic 
